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mockery through the streets. His purpose was formed: he would
make for the nearest seaport in the Netherlands; engage as sailor
in a Spanish ship, to work his passage to the new world; and not
return to his country, till in the Peruvian land of gold he should
have regained the wealth, which he had squandered so heedlessly,
before he knew the worth of money. In the shaping of this new
plan, it is true, the fair Meta fell so far into the background, that
even to the sharpest prophetic eye she could only hover as a faint
shadow in the distance; yet the wandering projector pleased him-
self with thinking that she was again interwoven with the 'scheme
of his life; and he took large steps, as if by this rapidity he meant
to reach her so much the sooner.

Already he was on the Flemish soil once more; and found him-
self at sunset not far from Rheinberg, in a little hamlet, Runnnels-
burg by name, which has since, in the Thirty-Years War, been
utterly destroyed. A caravan of carriers from Lyke had already
filled the inn, so that Mine Host had no room left, and referred
him to the next town; the rather that he did not draw too flatter-
ing a presage from his present vagabond physiognomy, and held
him to be a thieves' purveyor, who had views upon the Lyke car-
riers. He was forced, notwithstanding his excessive weariness,
to gird himself for march, and again to take his bundle on his
back.

As in retiring, he was muttering between his teeth some bitter
complaints and curses of the Landlord's hardness of heart, the
latter seemed to take some pity on the forlorn wayfarer, and called
after him, from the door: "Stay, neighbour, let me speak to you:
if you wish to rest here, I can accommodate you after all. In that
Castle there are empty rooms enow, if they be not too lonely; it
is not inhabited, and I have got the keys." Franz accepted the
proposal with joy, praised it as a deed of mercy, and requested
only shelter and a supper, were it in a castle or a cottage. Mine
Host, however, was privily a rogue, whom it had galled to hear
the stranger drop some half-audible contumelies against him, and
meant to be avenged on him, by a Hobgoblin that inhabited
the old fortress, and had many long years before expelled the
owners.

The Castle lay hard by the hamlet, on a steep rock, right
opposite the inn, from which it was divided merely by the high-
way, and a little gurgling brook. The situation being so agree-
able, the. edifice was still kept in repair, and well provided with
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